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Author's Notes: 
| got inspired by Cheap Trick's song: "I Want You To Want Me." 


Haha, what a bunch of losers, am | right? 


"Dave, no more drinks for you.” Taylor firmly said. 


Taylor felt his will nearly give in when the drunken man's shamelessly beautiful brown eyes beamed up at him 
through the haze of cigarette smoke, but once he opened his mouth, the magic was lost. 


"Fuck youl" Dave exclaimed triumphantly, and then he tried to flag down the bartender, "Sir? Sir! Get me 
‘nother cold one!" Taylor watched Dave as his arms wouldn't wave properly, his mind and body so 
uncoordinated that his arm looked like a dead, boneless fish. As the bartender walked over with the glass, 


Taylor politely held his hand up and caught the flailing wrist of Dave. 


"No, he's had enough, but thank you." Taylor said with a smile. Dave was hollering louder than before, and 


people started to look over to see what the commotion was about. The bartender looked quizzical, even fearful. 
Taylor internally sighed and gave Dave a nice, tight bearhug. Judging by the sound of him, he's so drunk that 
even a tight hug from a scrawny man like himself knocks all the air out of his lungs. 


"Lemme goooo." Dave whined, weakly smacking Taylor's forearm. Taylor clicked his tongue. 


"No can do buddy," Taylor said, using his free hand to pull a five dollar bill from his pocket. Taylor slapped it 
down on the table. "Keep the change. Now let's go, Davie 


"Don't call me that!" 


‘Sorry, slip of the tongue," Taylor said, hoisting Dave up from the bartender counter and into his arms. Taylor 
met the bartender's eye, and smiled. "We'll be on our way now." 


"Would you like a taxi to be called or..?" The bartender asked, eyeing Dave with considerable concern, 
"Nah, Dave's apartment is just around the corner," Taylor waved his hand dismissively, "We'll be fine." Taylor 
readjusted the singer in his arms, and then threw him over his shoulder. Dave groaned, but he made little 


effort to escape from his grasp. "See? He's docile now." 


"Oh-kay, if you say so." He said. Taylor gave Dave a small pat on the butt when the bartender walked away to 


attend his his other customers. 
"Good boy." Taylor said as they started towards the exit of the bar. 
"No, let me down--" Dave's fists thumped against his back, but it felt more like empty, closed-hand taps. 


"Remind me to never take you out for drinks whenever you get dumped." Dave went pliant in his arms for a 


second, and then he heard a soft, childish murmur. 

"She wasn't that hot anyways’ 

Taylor's mouth curled into a grin and he couldn't fight the laugh that came out. 
"Stop laughing! Im tryna be seri's!" 


"Sure, Dave, Sure." 


"What's the password for the lock thingy?" 


"Not tellin’ you." 


"Dave, you either tell me the passcode or you're sleeping in the streets Tonight.” 

Dave huffed. 

"45.30" 

Taylor pressed in the numbers, while he made sure Dave didn't crumple to the floor, whose arm was now 
supportively slung over his shoulder. An angry beep and a red light light met him, once he punched the enter 
button. Dave started to giggle, his grin too big for his face as Taylor narrowed his eyes at Dave. 

"Dave" 

‘Oops, s'rry, | gave you my lunch pass number from.. uh, 3rd grade." Dave said. Taylor felt his brow furrow. 


Dave, what the fuck 


"Dave, what the fuck?" Taylor said, “give me passcode, not your dumb lunch pass number from grade 


whatever." 

"Ok, let's try.. 45632" 

And within the next thirty minutes, Dave nearly sent Taylor off his rocker, twice. They probably went through 
at least a hundred different combinations before they got it open; and the blonde is convinced that the sheer 
stress he was put through cut off IO years of his life. 

Taylor threw Dave onto his couch, who was very much stil awake and eager to socialize. 


"And you thought | was bad" Taylor grumbled. 


Dave yakked on and on and on, about a bunch of nonsense, about him when he accidentally stepped on a 


ladybug when he was | and cried for 10 minutes. 


"| thought | w's a murderer! | was ashamed of m'self | can tell you that." Dave's hands gestured wildly as he 


spoke, accentuating his word and making Taylor wonder if he could tie rocks to his arms to settle him down, 


"Dave, you sick, sick bastard. You should be ashamed of yourself” Taylor said. Dave's face twisted into 
anguished shock and Taylor had to bite his lip so he wouldn't laugh. 


"Goddamnit Hawkins! The guilt is too much to bear, | don't need you addin’ to that!" Dave exclaimed, his arms 
once more flailing around in distress. There was something that was really fun about teasing Dave. He usually 


is the one to be teased by him, hell, everyone is teased by Dave Grohl by default. 


Though, when he's drunk, Taylor realized that he's kind of like a little kid. Loud, brutally honest, and gullible. 
"Taylor, have you been seeing any.." Dave paused and ran his hand over his face, “Any.. hot babes?" 


Taylor let a brief snort out, but he swallowed down the rest of his laughter quick enough that he wouldn't 


notice. 


"Maybe, what's the interest about?" Taylor asked. Dave stared at him with his uncoordinated set of eyes, and 
Taylor, for a moment, saw a flicker of something. Something he's never seen before. The laughter that rattled 
around in his chest just died and he felt something else come to fill the gap. It was a familar sting, but from 


where? 
"Well, uh.." Dave shrugged and then sprawled himself out on the couch, "I don't know. Jus’ curious." 


"About the," Taylor purposely made air quotation marks for the occasion, "hot babes' that I'm seeing? Dude, 
cmon, do you want or hook-up or something?" Dave averted his eyes to the ground and didn’t speak. Taylor 
sat there, with his grin falling off his features. "Dave, you're acting weird." 


Dave propped himself up into a sitting position, his chestnut brown hair hanging over his face like a curtain. 
Taylor was tempted to brush his hair aside to see what expression he was making, but he only curled his hand 


into a fist and kept it to his side. 
Taylor, what are you, a fucking savage? 
"Do you know that on’ band?" He spoke up for the first time in 5 minutes. 


"Er, which one?" Taylor asked too quickly, eager to break the silence. Dave tilted his head back, his locks 
ghosting over his features before he brought himself to his feet. Taylor prepared for the case if Dave were 
to fall to the ground, but he was able to keep himself upright. 


"Cheap Trick." 


"Of course, who do you think | am Grohl?" Taylor chuckled Dave threw a gaze in his direction, and once again, 
his laughter sunk back down. Taylor could barely read his face, but there was something in it that was driving 
chills down his spines. Dave looked to his shelf, which was jam packed with CDs and Vinyls, and then stumbled 


forward. 


Taylor watched him as his hands and eyes combed through his selection. Taylor knew he was staring, and he 

knew that Dave knew this, his movements deliberate as he plucked out a blank CD case from the middle shelf. 
He popped it open and then pulled out the disc, and then suddenly the disc was being handed to Taylor. Taylor 

looked to him in question, and then Dave cocked his head to the radio sitting against the wall. 


"Pop it in" Dave said. 


Dave plopped back down onto the couch. Taylor was hesitant, but his curiosity brought him to his feet and 
then to the radio. Before he knew it, the CD was in and he knew there was no turning back. 


"Turn it up." Dave murmured, his voice smaller. Taylor was able to keep himself from snapping his neck to look 
at Dave, but there it was again. That remarkable feeling in his gut. Taylor turned the knob up and then turned 


back around to seat himself. 


"Dave, if it's going to be death metal, please warn me beforehand" Taylor weakly tried as a joke, but he looked 
into Dave's eyes. The pair of eyes that was looking into him like a mirror, pouring a message through his veins 
that isn’t exactly translating right. As the radio made a few clicks, processing the CD, Taylor was really hoping 
that it was maybe going to be a series of fart noises, or maybe one of Dave's ridiculous songs; something 
that less oppressive that the air around them. Then when it would come up, Dave would smile and drunkenly 


laugh and Taylor would laugh too, and he can forget the heaviness on his chest. 
The obscure cheer of a crowd started from the speakers, and then a voice washed over the two of them: 
‘want you, to want, me!" 


Taylor's face lit up in recognition He remembered the song from a while back, when one of his old friends was 
raging about Cheap Trick and his frustrations about how Cheap Trick, quote on quote, ‘got jack shit from the 
US. 


"IFs a hit in fucking Japan because the Japanese aren't a bunch of conservative pricks who are still crying 
about the existence of hard rock and how it's apparently ruining our youth." His friend went on and on, the 
image of Taylor's exhausted self sitting at a table in a milkshake shop as his friend began to draw attention to 
himself. Taylor chuckled to himself, and then looked to Dave so he could rely the story but his words dropped 


into oblivion 

God, he wasn't prepared at all for what he saw. 

Dave was right across from him, his eyes half-mast with an emotion that he never thought he would see on 
Dave. The haze of alcohol did little to downplay the effect it had on him. His face flushed and his lips barely 
parted, his breathing shallow in his lungs as he could see the absolute rawness that took hold of Dave. It's like 
he stripped himself bare before him, completely naked, flesh and bone.Taylor could only stare and revel in what 
Dave's everything possessed in this moment. 

‘want you to want me, | need you to need me," 


Taylor's mouth went dry and it made sense. 


"Dave" Taylor's voice barely reached a whisper. Dave swallowed hard and looked down to the hands in his lap. 


"Do you get it?" Dave faintly said. 


"HI shine up the old brown shoes, put on a brand new shirt, HI get home early from work, 
If you say that you love me," 


Taylor was suddenly out of his seat and his hands were cupped on Dave's jaw and he was kissing him. Not a 
gentle peck, but the passionate, desperate crash of lips that characterized desire in it's purest form. Taylor 


could feel him melt in his touch in seconds and soon Dave's hair were mangled in his hair, urging him closer. 
"Didnt | didn't |, didnt | see you crying? Oh, didn't | didnt | didn’t | see you crying?" 


Taylor felt a hot flush sear over him when Dave shakily moaned against his lips, and he wanted this. He's been 
wanting this, wanting Dave for so long. For so long that Taylor gave up and accepted the way the things were. 
The constant girlfriends, the ‘no homo' facade, the everything that told Taylor that he had no chance. So he 


gave up and kept everything underneath a cover. 


But here he was, kissing him. With Dave holding onto him for dear life, his skin burning against his, tasting the 
man that he's yearning for years; fucking years, and he tasted like victory. 


"d love you to love me, Im begging you to beg me," 


Taylor pulled away briefly to take a breather, guiding his hands to Dave's waist. Taylor searched Dave's eyes, 


and Dave drew his thumb over his jaw. 


'| love you, so fuckin much." Dave hoarsely said. Taylor took a deep breath and pressed his lips to his cheek; 
and allowed himself to enjoy what the moment offered. How Dave's heart thudded like a hammer in his chest, 
how Taylor's cold fingers traced underneath the hem of Dave's shirt, how he could faintly smell his shampoo, 
the gentle mist of peppermint. The song in the background was the the only thing other than their breathing 
that could be heard. 


‘Feeling all alone without a friend, you know you feel like dying, Oh, didnt |, didnt |, didnt | see you crying?" 


Taylor's hands blindly groped at Dave's hips for a second, and then he scooped Dave up into his arms. Taylor 
didn't pause when Dave yelped, and soon was walking down the hall of Dave's apartment. Dave pulled back 


enough that he was looking back into his eyes, startled. 
"What are you--" 


Taylor kicked open the door to Dave's bedroom and without a hint of hesitation, threw Dave onto the bed. Dave 
had no time to react before Taylor climbed on top of him, his hands flat on either side of Dave, his face 
hovering over his. The dim light of the moon filtering through the blinds spread over the two like broken glass, 
one particular spot of light landing on Dave's face. 


"Dave, | want you." Taylor said. He swallowed hard before saying the next part. "Do... Do you want me too?" 


Dave's initial surprise completely faded and turned into an expression that would sure follow Taylor around. In 


his dreams, in this thoughts, in his reality. 
‘want you to want me, | need you fo need me," 
"Yes. | want you too Taylor.” 


Taylor first pecked at his lips, Dave kissed him back, and then they dove head first into a world of complete 


abandon. 


Taylor opened his eyes to the bright beams of sunlight pouring through the window, and to a room that wasn't 
his. Taylor blinked a few times to adjust to the light, and then sat up. He closed his eyes and inhaled deep into 
his lungs, and breathed out the black that has been settled in his chest for the last five years of his life. 

The next breath was the freshest breath of air he has ever had. 


Taylor eyed the the lump underneath the covers beside him and felt himself smile. Taylor reached for Dave's 


shoulder and lightly shook him. 
"Hey Dave, wake up." 


He heard a muffled groan and Dave turned onto his side, facing away from Taylor. Taylor slid back underneath 


the sheets and then shuffled close enough to wrap his arms around Dave. 
"Dave" 

Dave looked over his shoulder. 

"Yes, honey?" 

Taylor snorted 

"Glad you remember our special ‘elopement:” Taylor said. Taylor then felt a pinch on his upper thigh and he 
had to hold back a shriek. "Davel" Dave snickered silently as he flipped himself over, now face-to face with 
Taylor. 


'| especially remember how you didn't use a condom." 


Taylor opened his mouth and then closed it, his cheeks turned bright red Dave could only chuckle and pop a 


kiss on his lips. 

"Don't worry, I'm not going to kill you for it. If it was anyone else, they would already be six feet under." 
"How charming." Taylor laughed. Taylor admired Dave's sex-mussed hair and the bruised bites decorating his 
collarbones and then pulled Dave in for yet another kiss. Dave sighed against him, swinging his arms over his 
shoulders and basking in the warm rays seeping through the blinds. They laid like this for a little while, and 
then Taylor pulled away. He clicked his tongue in disapproval. 

"You have hangover breath." 

"Thanks, dick. | can't help that my mouth stops producing saliva at right" 

"But last night there was a lot of that--" 

Dave took one of his hands and roughly pinched Taylor nose, which drew a loud ‘ow' from Taylor. 

"Dude!" Taylor said nasally. 

"There's consequences for having no filter, Tay." Dave let go of his nose and sat up, stretching his back. Taylor 
pouted at him, but said nothing as Dave started to get out of bed. Taylor felt a sick twist of satisfaction at 


the fact that Dave's knees were ever so slightly shaking. 


"Do you need help cleaning up?" Taylor offered. As Dave looked back to him, Taylor suggestively waggled his 


eyebrows. Dave scoffed. 
"If | happen to say yes, promise you won't fuck me against the shower wall?" 
"Dave, you're practically feeding me ideas here." 


"Just get out of bed, you fucker." Dave collected a pair of boxers and a shirt from his drawers and started 
his way into the bathroom. 


"lIl be there in five minutes!" Taylor shouted after him. 

"Sure!" Dave yelled back. The bathroom door clicked closed and then Taylor was left on his own. Taylor flopped 
back down and the scent of last night wafted in the air, the scent of Dave and him, the scent of them 
together. Taylor processed this thought, and then hollered: 


"Dave!" 


"What?!" Dave called back, his voice muffled by the shower walls. 


"| love you so fucking much!" 
"Come and say that to my face! The bathroom is literally five fucking steps away from you!" 
Dave nearly slipped when the bathroom door slammed opened and Taylor barged in 

"Hey," Taylor said, ‘I love you." 


"Just come in here already." Dave laughed, a warm sound that resounded in Taylor's chest. Taylor kicked the 
door behind him closed and stepped into the hot stream of water, snaking his hands around Dave's waist. 


"Hey, Taylor?" 
"Hm?" Taylor hummed as he knocked his forehead against his. 

"I love you too" 

The corners of Taylor's mouth pulled up into the biggest grin he's worn in a while. He closed his eyes and 
allowed himself the blissful silence of being with Dave, and then Dave was kissing him again. The two stayed 


underneath the spray of the shower, holding each other as the water riveting down each other's skin. 


The world felt like a feather on Taylor's shoulders, and by god, didn't it feel good. 


